


WOond 














sas 5, Renna 


TT ARRAS RR RRR eee ARS AR RAA 








Price, 10 Cents. 


” Se, WADE 
St 1 
Na a 


ae 


ey ‘é 
»* 
) 








22° 
a iy, 


ca “Wa . = 










PUBLISHED BY <—Se MEW YORK “sa@iomtse OFFICE No 2i- 23 WARREN ST. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. & “@ TRADE MARK REGISTERED 1678. 

















AENTERED AT THE POST OFFICE AT oad YORK, AND ADMITTED FOR ee sameuen THE MAILS ad SECOND CLASS RATES” 






































GETTING HOT ENOUGH FOR HIM. 








— 
crenata ET 














{ 
4 
4 
i 
| 
| 
Hl 





278 


PUCK. 





PUCK. 


OFFICE: Nos. 21 & 23 WARREN STREET, 
NEW YORK. 





PusiisHED Every WeEpNESDAY. 
TERMS TO SUBSCRIBERS. 


(UNITED STATES AND CANADA.) 





One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers......00.secseceeeecoees $5.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numberSs.......ceeeesceeeeeeees _ 
One Copy, three months, OF PR Rissa cinsedcceces:.ce0 1.25 

(ENGLAND AND ALL COUNTRIS IN THE BERNE POSTAL TREAeE,) 
One Copy, one year, or 52 numbers......cccceccececccccees $6.00 
One Copy, six months, or 26 numbers..........sseseeee eee 3.00 
One Copy, three months, ict ncctvccsevnnesy 1.50 

BGS” INCLUDING POSTAGE. “4% 
Unper THE ArtTiIsTIC CHARGE we neees OS. KEPPLER 
BuSINESS MANAGER...00. ceeesee 


pa gig 
MOST ccccccrsscrccsccsoss coceosscs H. C. BUNNE 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 








W hen the green of the city trees be- 

gins to wear a veil of brown dust, when the 
policeman tilts his gray helmet back and bares 
a red and sweat-beaded brow—not much of a 
brow, but all the brow that a New York police- 
man needs—to the gaze of an awe-struck popu- 
lace; when the fountains in the parks spurt 
feebly, as though they knew they were a waste 
of water, and felt ashamed of themselves; when 
the casual dog feels most keenly the uncertainty 
of life, and abjures his favorite plebeian by- 
ways to fossick about the swell avenues, where 
the dress of the passers-by proves to him that 
there is no professional dog-catcher among 
them—when full Summer is upon us—then the 
penurious citizen ariseth and saith unto the 
wife of his bosom: ‘‘ Maud Egeria, let us go 
and pay a visit to Cousin Beezenhoover up at 
Buttermilk Corners.”’ 

* . * 

And the citizen, and the citizen’s wife, and 
the citizen’s eleven children, and the citizen’s 
maiden-sister, and the citizen’s mother-in-law 
all descend upon Cousin Beezenhoover like a 
cloud of seventeen-year locusts. And they 
drink Cousin Beezenhoover’s cream, and they 
eat Cousin Beezenhoover’s green corn, and 
they slumber on Cousin Beezenhoover’s corn- 
husk beds, and they generally make away 
with Cousin Beezenhoover’s subsistence, until 
Cousin Beezenhoover’s patience is exhausted, 
and he makes up his mind that next season he 
will adopt some such plan as our artist has 
sketched on our last page to make a Beezen- 
hoover’s farm his castle. Of course there is 
another side to the picture. There are a good 
many Beezenhoovers who lure their innocent 
city cousins to their fertile acres and turn them 
in on the haying, thus saving the work of sev- 
eral farm-hands. And as for board—dried 
apples and salt pork do not cost much, even at 
Buttermilk Corners. 

# . * 

We wonder if the humorous idiot who is very 
numerous at this time of year, has yet ventured 
to ask President Arthur: ‘Is it hot enough for 
your’? If he has done so, the question has, 
perhaps, more significance than the afore-men- 
tioned idiot ever dreamt of. President Arthur 
is a handsome, well-built and well-knit man, 
with plenty of flesh on his bones, and probably 
bears the torrid heats of Summer with as much 
fortitude as most men of his size and weight. 
But will he be able to endure with equal 
equanimity the remarkably oppressive political 
atmosphere in which he is at present forced to 
breathe ? 

* 
* * 

It ought to be warm enough for anybody in 
such a position—that is, anybody who is at all 
solicitous for the welfare of his party, and we 
are bound to suppose that the President desires 
it to flourish. It is still the Republican party; 
but there is no longer that unity, that good 
feeling and that brotherhood that are so pleas- 
ant to gaze upon. ‘The Stalwarts and the 





| 


Half-Breeds do not love one another with un- 
selfish love. ‘The Anti-Monopolists and the 
Independents do not agree on many points. 
Neither are Republican Tariff Reformers in 
accord with the other sections of the party. 
This Pennsylvania election, too, must cause the 
President much concern, and, taking it alto- 
gether, we should say that it is “‘ getting hot 
enough for him.’? 
‘e . * 

The discharge of the fire-cracker, the toy- 
pistol and cannon by the patriotic small boy 
reminds us that the Fourth of July, the glorious 
Fourth is at hand. If we are of a historic turn 
of mind, we shall remember that a little overa 
hundred years ago we forcibly threw off the 
yoke of the tyrant, Great Britain, and pro- 
claimed ourselves free. We refused to pay 
taxes to support kings and princes in idleness, 
and established a republic, under which we 
have thriven and have become great among 
the nations of the earth. Has it ever crossed 
the minds of those poor, miserable freight-hand- 
lers, who have had the shameless audacity to 
strike for the magnificent sum of three cents 
an hour, what an all-fired great country they 
are fortunate enough to be citizens of, and how 
thankful they ought to be that they have not 
been working for seventeen cents an hour un- 
der a monarchical form of government? 


* 
* * 


Seventeen cents an hour! With prices of 
food, clothing and every necessary of life such 
as monopoly have raised them to—not enough 
to keep a horse or decent dog, and how much 
less a man and wife and children! It is not be- 
cause seventeen cents is a small sum; but it is 
because it represents scarcely any purchasing 
power. And this under the Star Spangled 
Banner, in a land which, if titillated with a hoe, 
will cachinnate a harvest—a land where there 
are no remains of a feudal system, no corrupt 
established church, no class legislation, and 
where every man has a vote! Aad yet the 
highest prospect for thousands cf sturdy men 
with average intelligence is seventeen, or, pos- 
sibly, twenty cents an hour for irregular work. 
There are, perhaps, good reasons for such a 
condition of things in older countries; but 
they ought not to exist here. 


* 
* * 


‘They do exist here, because we are gov- 
erned by monopolists, and the people have to 
suffer for this luxury. Every mile of railroad 
and telegraph is falsely valued or watered to 
the extent of five or ten times its actual cost. 
Every rich manufacturing monopolist receives 
by means of a high tariff personal protection for 
his business at the expense of his workmen and 
all other men in the country. We would ask 
these fellows who bluster about the necessity of 
protection, and howl at ‘‘the pauper labor of 
Europe,’’ where the protection for the poor 
freight-handler comes in? 

* 


* * 

In the end, it is most probable, the freight- 
handler will get his wretched twenty cents an 
hour, but it will be taken out of peoples’ pockets 
in another way—there will be an immense 
advance in freights. The monopolist will thus 
come out ahead, as usual, The settlement of 
this struggle lies in the hands of the voters. 
They should not continue to send thieves and 
scoundrels to represent them in the National 
and State Legislatures. They should not trouble 
themselves about Democrats or Republicans, 
Stalwarts or Half-Breeds. They should send 
men who will curb the power of the monopo- 
lists, and put our railroad system on an honest 
basis; men who will not allow valuable fran- 
chises, which have been surrendered by the 
people, to yield more than a certain percentage 
of profit; men who will pass laws to declare 





that any attempt to evade this by division, re- 
distribution of stock, or water, is to be looked 
upon as a fraud and severely punished as such. 
Let the honest workmen fight their battle with 
their ballots at the polls, and we shall hear less 
of strikes, misery and starvation. 


* 
* * 


The great band of sweet singers, popularly 
and familiarly known as commencement poets, 
have at last finished their dreary Phi Beta 
Kappa Upsilon Letterrip performances for this 
year. They have told the rising young Presi- 
dents all about Julius Cesar, the Inferno, the 
Appian Way, the Punic Wars, the Spectrum 
Analysis, etc, in high sounding couplets and 
Alexandrines that jingle like Pope’s and mean 
scarcely as much. ‘These saccharine minstrels, 
having been unfortunate in their dealings with 
magazines, gladly arrange with colleges to 
furnish verse at a specified rate per foot, to tell 
young men a lot of stuff about Sparta and the 
performances of prehistoric Paddy Ryan at the 


Collosseum. 
* 
* * 


Now these profound metricians are preparing 
to flood the country with reports of their 
Fourth-of-July odes, embracing Freedom, Lib- 
erty, the American Eagle and all the other 
regulation proper nouns used in these exhibi- 
tions of so-called patriotic jingle. Their work 
will be of greater benefit to the readers than to 
the hearers, and will do something toward de- 
pleting the treasuries of many an innocent and 
well-meaning G. A. R. Post. These Fourth-of- 
July poems will do no more good than the 
commencement odes, because American pat- 
riotism is not, never was and never will be de- 
pendent upon the ill-read productions of impe- 
cunious literary hacks. 

* " * 

It is also a fact that turgid odes on Ancient 
Greece, even if they have merit, are com- 
pletely thrown away on students whose chief 
ambition is to row and play foot-ball, and who 
seldom develop into anything higher in the pro- 
fessional scaie than policemen and horse-car 
conductors, We always believed in giving 
literary men government appointments. But 
the great trouble is they are given to meritori- 
ous authors, who are thus kept so busy that they 
can’t find time to write, and the world is the 
loser. Would it not be wiser to appoint all the 
hacks to positions in which they would have to 
work so long and hard that it would be impos- 
sible for them to compose a sonnet a year? 


* 
* * 


When the verdict is handed in, everybody 
is satisfied. ‘The wretched shallowness of the 
pretense of insanity is fully appreciated, and 
the stern impartiality of justice is generally 
applauded. ‘Then the case drops out of sight 
for a while, and only a languid interest is taken 
in the tortuous devices of the prisoner’s coun- 
sel to secure a new trial or a setting aside of 
the verdict. But as the day of execution ap- 
proaches, the murderer suddenly becomes a 
martyr. Poor fellow!—perhaps he zs insane, 
after all. And how horribly he must feel when 
he hears the carpenters’ hammers tapping the 
gallows-beam! What an agony it must be to 
him to count the lessening span of days be- 
tween to-day and the end of days! And so 
come the bouquets and the petitions for pardon, 
and the deputations of sympathetic scientific 
cranks to those high in office. And so a lot of 
impulsive, hysterical, unreasoning people strain 
every nerve to come between the criminal and 
the punishment of his crime, and while the 
dead President’s face, in his coffin, still holds 
the lines of life, the people who wept for his 
taking off are praying for his murderer’s par- 
don. Lucky it is for us all there are sterner 
and wiser folk in this world. 
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NOT IN THE MOVEMENT. 


A tall, semi-bald-headed man in a check 
ulster stood by a lemonade-stand on Broadway 
last Wednesday and watched the drinkers. He 
held in his hand a woolen comforter and a 
skate-bag, and on his feet were Arctics of a 
Chicagoan liberality in their ground-plan. 

His manner was nervous and undecided; but 
after a few moments of hesitation he advanced 
toward a dustered citizen who did not seem to 
be in so great a hurry as the rest, and inquired 
of him: 

‘“‘Isn’t it a little hot for this season of the 
year ?”’ 

‘Hot!’ repeated the citizen, mopping about 
a gill of perspiration beads off his brow: “‘ hot! 
I should smile!”’ 

“You appear to be of a hilarious tempera- 
ment,’’ said the stranger: “but if you will 
answer my question, I shall be obliged to you, 
I do not ask for idle curiosity.”’ 

‘“‘ Well, then,’’ said the citizen, as he reached 
for a glass of lemonade: “it zs hot. If you 
want the unbiassed opinion of a twenty-fourth 
ward voter and the man who is getting away 
with this acidulated water and cochineal, it is 
damn hot.’’ 

“I thought so,’’ assented the stranger, wear- 
ily: ‘I have been thinking so all day. Excuse 
my troubling you further; but have you had 
much snow here ??”’ 

‘‘ Not within the last two or three months,”’ 
answered the citizen, setting down his empty 
glass, and searching in his pocket for a five- 
cent piece: “not more than enough to make 
one of those pony snowballs that are pegged 
at the consumptive boys in the Sunday-school 
stories.”” 

“You excite my curiosity,’ the stranger re- 
marked, casting a mild blue eye on a newsboy 
who was lighting a fire-cracker under the chair 
occupied by the Italian who kept the lemonade- 
stand: ‘‘ You really surprise me. Perhaps, if 
you have time, you would not mind giving me 
a little information, Do you really feel as hot 
as you look ?”’ 

‘‘ Maybe you think I’m looking hot for fun ?”’ 
inquired the citizen, indignantly: ‘ Looks to 
me as if you had come away from home to 
dodge the fool-killer,”’ ; 

“JT do not know him,’ said the stranger: 
“but I wish to ask if you consider my attire 
appropriate to the season ?”? 

‘The citizen took another glass of lemonade, 
and let his gaze promenade over the stranger’s 
raiment, 

“Well, no,’’ he replied: ‘1 think I could 
suggest something a little more suitable.”’ 

** What is that ?”’ the stranger asked. 

“A strait-jacket.”’ 

‘*T have never heard of it. But if you can 
recommend only one garment, I should regard 
the costume as inadequate. How has the skat- 
ing been this year ?”’ 

‘“* Bad,”’ said the citizen: ‘“‘we had to im- 
port most of our skating from Siberia, and sev- 
eral of the rivers and a chain of lakes melted 
on the way over.’’ 

“This is a day of surprises,’’ observed the 
stranger, as the fire-cracker went off under the 
Italian’s chair: “Ido not know when I have 
been so startled. Do not think that I am 
prompted by motives of indelicate imperti- 
nence; but when did you change your flan- 
nels ?”? 

“‘I change them twice a week,”’ said the 
citizen: “I changed them last on Sunday.” 

“You do not grasp my meaning,’’ the stran- 
ger explained: ‘‘perhaps the custom to which 
1 alluded is not in vogue here. I mean, what 
is the thickness of the merino you have on at 
present ?”? 

“It’s thicker than this lemonade,’ the citi- 
zen said, dipping his moustache in a fourth 








glass: ‘‘ Come up to the house some day when 
it’s cooler, and I’ll have it surveyed for you, 
and the depth sounded.” 

“Tam much obliged to you for your kind 
invitation,”’ returned the stranger: ‘ but I am 
a Rittenhouse, by collateral descent, and we 
generally like to know a man a year or two be- 
fore we call on him. I must decline. I will 
trouble you with only one question more, I 
observe that fireworks are in process of sale 
and explosion about the streets. What is that 
for ??? 

“For ?’? gasped the citizen: ‘you subcu- 
taneous crank, for the Fourth of July!’’ 

** Don’t call me a subcutaneous crank,”’ said 
the stranger, wearily: “I am only a little out 
of the movement. What date is it to-day ?”’ 

“The twenty-eighth of June.”’ 

‘Bless me, bless me!’’ said the stranger: 
“who would have thought it? I came on here 
from Philadelphia to settle a little bet. Dear 
old Dave Winterbeck aud I were going to play 
a little April Fool’s-Day joke on a friend of 
ours, and nobody seemed to be quite certain 
when the day came. I thought it was to-mor- 
row, and Dave bet me three shillings it was 
Friday. We appear to be several months 
behind the movement. Dear, dear, how sur- 
prised the boys will be when I tell them.” 

And, buttoning up his ulster in an absent- 
minded way, he trudged moodily down Broad- 
way. 








VENGEANCE. 





The patriarch sat in his easy-chair, 
And the baim lay soft in the Summer air; 
But the moist-footed fly espied him there, 


Oh, the insect was young and the patriarch sly, 


And he feigned him asleep, and with half-closed eye 
Awaited the hydropodic fly. 


FA 


The youthful fly plumped on the patriarch’s crown; 
The patriarch hoisted his hand so brown, 
And with exquisite aim he whacked it down, 








To the mystic realms of the sweet by-and-by, 
Beyond the cloudless, etherial sky 
Spattered the soul of the moist-footed fly. 

V. W.S. 








LOVE’S Y. D. 





‘‘Gather me closer, Darling,’’? whispered 
Gladdys McMurphy, gazing up into the sad 
blue eyes that but faintly illumined the marble 
pallor of Bayard Fauntleroy Ferguson’s alabas- 
ter brow. 

“‘ Sweetness,’’ he responded, with a strange, 
sweet, Palmer House smile: “1 am not gathering 
so much as I was; but when the first snowy 
touch of Winter’s frost-gemmed hand—’’ 

The continuation of this interesting serial 
will be found in the Chicago Zrijune. A cellu- 
loid coffin given away with every copy.—Adv. 





Puckeyings. 


Goop Motto FoR THE SULLIVAN - WILSON 
Matcu,—* Strike only on the Box.’’ 





MOTTO FOR THE CONGRESSIONAL COMMITTEE, 
—‘ Hubbel bubble toil and trouble.’’ 





Mr. BEECHER has been preaching favoring 
the strikers, and yet on their present wages they 
can earn a few cents more than a dollar a day. 





IF THERE Is any labor difficulty with photo- 
graphers’ assistants, the bosses could employ 
lightning, for it generally photographs when it 
strikes. 





THE SMALL Boy will regret that he was so 
extravaga’.t with his fingers on the Fourth when 
he finds that he has not enough to play base- 
ball with. 





Bos Harr has struck the idea of preaching 
under a tent; but it was reserved for Mr R. 
M. O’ Neil to introduce the novelty of preaching 
under an alias, 


THEY ARE PLAYING “H.M S. Pinafore’? in 
Chicago, a belle of that city being anxious to 
see how one of her gaiters rigged as a ship 
looks on the stage. 


Ir Is STATED by a Princeton man that the 
reason his college is not winning as many 
athletic prizes as formerly, is that the students 
have adopted white flannel suits, single-barreled 
eye-glasses and ice-cream, 





WHAT WE MaAy soon expect to see if the 
steamships continue to beat their own records: 
“The steamship ‘ Alaska’ arrived this morning 
at Sandy Hook after a passage of five minutes 
forty-five seconds from Queenstown.’ 





ANTHONY TROLLOPE is visiting Ireland to 
seek literary material. We always thought that 
a dynamite plot, an illicit still, a murder or two, 
some evictions and a boycotting scene would . 
somehow shake up the elegant simplicity of 
Tony’s narratives. — 


A CORRESPONDENT wants to know how to drive black 
ants from the pantry. Well, either lock up your pro- 
visions in the refrigerator, or else forbid your female rela- 
tions the house.—Mew York Commercial Advertiser. 

Why not furnish them with razors and let 
them exterminate themselves? 





IT Is REPORTED that English detectives have 
proved useless in Ireland, on account of their 
accent, We should think so, It rather gives 
a fellow away, bajove, when he walks into a 
land-league meeting in a damp cave and asks: 
“Beg pawd’n, y’ know, but ’ave ye seen such 
a thing as a suspect about ’ere, y’ know ?”’ 





CHIEF ENGINEER WALTER Katte, of the 
New York, West Shore and Buffalo Railroad 
Company, said that the killing of an Italian 
laborer was “‘no more to be regarded than the 
breaking of a stick’ We wonder how the 
breaking of a hickory stick across Engineer 
Katte’s shoulders for his humane sentiments 
would be regarded by this gentleman? 





Now Is THE TIME when the woman at the 
country hotel retires to her room early on Sun- 
day morning and emerges thence about ten 
minutes before eleven dressed like a morning- 
glory, and hunts up her husband and finds him 
on the back piazza, in his slippers, reading the 
papers and smoking. And she yanketh him 
off to church, and that ’s what ’s unsettling 
religion in the souls of our citizens, 
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I am not a botanist—never could specialize 
my enthusiasm for Nature enough to go about 
poisoning my fingers and staining my pantaloons 
in the vain search for the nexus between a field 
flower and a Latin compound nominative that 
has to be remembered by sections and stored 
away with both ends sticking out at opposite 
lobes of the brain, But though not given to 
floral analysis in general, there is one flower 
which I have a passion for studying; it is the 
wall-flower. 

Beautiful exotic, blooming under the genial 
gaslight, how I adore thee! 

It isnight. Thesun has been in bed for three 
hours, Only the cricket and the dog and the 
party guest are abroad in the land. 

Mrs. Popinjay’s house is all alight. There 
are Chinese lanterns, also, strung on twine about 
the grounds, It was Mr. Popinjay’s scheme, 
stringing them on twine, It is cheaper than 
wire—but dearer in the end, Mrs. Popinjay is 
clad in her reception rob\s—so is Mr, P, and 
the boys. Miss P, has just glued on her bangs. 
She is out in the kitchen, eating cake and ice- 
cream, and waiting forthe gluetodry. Itis8:30 
p.M. Guests are due, but none have arrived. 
Mrs. Popinjay toys with her fan, and goes around 
smelling of the artificial flowers in Mr. P.’s 
Viennese ink bottle and the borrowed vases, 
She cannot sit down. How she envies Mr, P., 
lolling_on the lounge, with his legs crossed and 
a sprig of cedar in his mouth. The boys are 
talking over a base-ball match. She wishes— 

“Ah! Mr. Poseyboy—how delighted I am 
to see you here this evening!” 

Mr. Poseyboy blushes, and is conscious of 
saying something- he doesn’t exactly know 
what. He thought Mrs, Popinjay advanced her 
white-gloved hand just a little, as much as to 
say ‘‘Shake?’? so he partly extends his; but 
withdraws it in great perturbation, for fear he 
hasmadeamistake. Mrs, P.—who, by the way, 
had never intended such a vulgar familiarity, 
and was only trying to stretch astay that corded 
her shoulder—seeing his embarrassment, good- 
naturedly offers the implied courtesy; but, 
unfortunately, just as Mr. Poseyboy’s hand 
retreats in blood-red confusion behind his 
coat-tails, He sees the manceuvre and hesi- 
tates——just one half-second too long. When 
his blushing dexter member again flashes out 
from beneath the eaves of his swallow-tail, 
Mrs, Popinjay’s dainty permissal has been with- 
drawn, Even she is disconcerted, and blushes 
with ill-concealed vexation. Just at this mo- 
ment, however, Popinjay and the boys lounge 
up and capture Poseyboy. He, poor fellow, is 
glad enough to feel the honest grip of a mascu- 


line hand and hear the hearty tones of a mascu- 








BLOOMING OF 





line voice. He bows adieu to Mrs, Popinjay, 
just as she happens to look the other way, and 
staggers over to the piano to gaze rapturously 
upon a portfolio of cartoons turned upside 
down. Lucky for him that he is thus a little 
removed, in the height of his confusion; for at 
that very moment a bevy of fair girls sail in 
and capture the Popinjay family, paterfamilias 
and all, by storm, What a rustle of airy robes, 
and what achorus of silvery voices! Poseyboy 
does not dare to look up, but he absorbs it all. 
He knows just who those girls are. He would 
give fifty dollars and a pair of new pumps to 
be in young Tom Popinjay’s slippers just now. 
He is talking to M ! Face to face with her! 
Looking into her eyes! O ye gods! Poseyboy 
picks up a cartoon and scans it closely. His 
nose comes in contact with an old castle, and 
instantly a deadly fear takes possession of him. 
What if the printer’s ink was communicable— 
a sort of chalky, crayon-like substance that 
never completely wedded itself to the paper? 
Horror of horrors! Do you suppose she was 
looking at him—or any one? Would they all 
laugh if he should pull out his handkerchief 
and rub the end of the unfortunate member? 
Of course! What a predicament! He turns 
his burning face to the wall and studies a small 
water-color sketch by Miss Popinjay. She, 
having just come in, sees him admiring it, and 
rushes up. 

“Oh, Mr. Poseyboy! good evening! Did 
you know | painted that picture? Isn’t it just 
lovely ?”” 

‘Charming!’ reiterates Poseyboy, with his 
face still to the wall: ‘‘ Do you snppose—that 
is, | suppose—or rather I mean to say— it don’t 
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Ws 
AY 


Z J 
ZB 
i 
OK, 
\ 


SSS 





A WALL-FLOWER. 


rub off, does it?’’ (pulling out his handker- 
chief, as if to test the case.) 

“Oh,no! Ha! ha! What an idea, Mr, Posey- 
boy! It’s dry, you know.”’ 

“* Ah!” says Poseyboy, with a sigh of infinite 
relief, as he polishes with a quick, abrasive 
movement the end of his nose, and then wipes 
his beaded brow as a feint: ‘‘I used to paint 
a little myself—when I was in college. I—”’ 

“Good evening, Miss Popinjay! How jolly 
you look! Let’s promenade — break the ice, 
you know!”’ 

It is Snifkins—the incorrigible, homely, 
never-away-from-home Snifkins; and he sails 
away with the fair artist on his arm, leaving 
Poseyboy and the water-color sketch vacillating 
together against the wall. ° 

‘“«T wonder if that black came off ?’’ he muses. 
The fact of its having ever been there does not 
admit of question in his morbidly suspicious 


mind: ‘I'll risk it, anyway,’? he mutters: 
‘*Well, here goes. I mustn’t hug the wall any 
longer.”’ 


He pushes himself with an agonizing effort 
into the middle of the room, and halts under 
the full glare of the chandelier, How it burns 
into his soul and smarts on the end of his nose 
—like infernal tortures! He is sure, now, that 
all the blood in his system has been concentrated 
at the jumping-off place in his physiognomy, 
and the very consciousness causes that unfor- 
tunate feature to bloom and blossom like the 
rose. He can stand it no longer; he must get 
into the shade somewhere or ignite. ‘Tears 
well up into his eyes—the walls seem to swim 
before him. He makesa break for the lemonade 
corner, trips over a train belonging to a lady 
in the next room, knocks Snifkins, who is just 


' then entertaining the three star belles of the 


evening, into a Shakspere table, which in turn 
discharges a bust of the bard of Avon into the 
small of Miss Popinjay’s back, and precipitates 
that young lady headlong into the arms of the 
gentleman with whom she is conversing. Terri- 
fied beyond measure at the sequence of acci- 
dents to which he has given rise, Poseyboy 
continues his wild career, without stopping to 
apologize, and, by the courtesy of fortune, 
escapes the notice of the aggrieved parties. 
Miss Popinjay disengages herself, after a blissful 
season, from the embraces of Mr. Mallowtop, 
Shakspere, minus a nose, is restored to histripod, 
Snifkins pours all his art and the profundity of 
his politeness into apologies, and this little eddy 
in the social torrent is sucked out of sight and 
forgotten, : 
But how is it with Poseyboy? His troubles, 
alas! are by no means at anend. Fora few 
blessed moments he revels in the cool seclusion 
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of the lemonade bower, bathing his husky 
larynx with sweetened acid and his wounded 
feelings with the oil of oblivion. But not long. 
It is impossible that he should be utterly for- 
gotten. Behold! Miss Popinjay is on the war- 
path. Mallowtop has torn himself away, and 
is also wandering about seeking whom he may 
devour, Poseyboy tries to conceal his portly 
form behind that of the colored dispenser of 
the beverages, but in vain. Miss Popinjay has 
spied him. He isthe only disengaged gentle- 
man, save Mallowtop, and his doom is sealed. 

“Oh, Mr. Poseyboy, how glad I am to find 
you again! I knew you were hiding from me 
somewhere. Do give me a drink of lemonade! 
! am almost choked.”’ 

With extreme gallantry Poseyboy himself 
lays hold of the evasive ladle—only to behold 
it slip from his trembling fingers, and slowly 
but gracefully retreat beneath the clouded tide 
With a wild, despairing effort he clutches the 
vanishing handle, and plunges his hand in 
lemonade up to the tide-mark of his immacu- 
late cuff. Dreadful catastrophe! Thirsty people 
are crowding up on every side, and Poseyboy 
stands over the bowl with little acidulated 
streams trickling from the eaves of his fingers 
and musically plashing in the font beneath. 
Miss Popinjay scowls till the glue cracks under- 
neath her bangs. The colored gentleman stands 
aghast, his white-gloved hands raised in amaze- 
ment, and the pupils of his eyes dilated with 
astonishment. 

“‘James,’”? says Miss Popinjay: “ you may 
remove the bowl to the kitchen, and”? (this in 
a whisper) “ bring it back, just as it is, in five 
minutes.”’ 

Then she takes Poseyboy by the sleeve and 
hurries him, through passages known only to 
herself, into the kitchen. He, poor fellow! 
gasping and bewildered, trots along in her wake 








like a schoolboy led forth to castigation. Ar- 
rived within culinary precincts, he is pushed 
into a narrow closet, and one of Tom Popin- 
jay’s cuffs thrown after him, with the injunction 
to don the same with the utmost celerity. 
Pleased to have escaped so easily, Poseyboy 
mops his sleeve on his handkerchief, removes 
his coat, and adjusts the borrowed cuff to his 
wristband. ‘Then, like a whipped dog, uncer- 
tain of his reception, with his swallow-tails be- 
tween his legs, he creeps from the closet, just 
in time to join the triumphal procession which 
is escorting James and the lemonade bowl back 
into the parlors. Scarcely has he reappeared, 
when Tom Popinjay, anxious to get rid ofa 
somewhat antiquated maiden lady, whom his 
mother has tenderly committed to his charge, 
waylays and introduces him—then slips away, 
leaving our hero in the clutches of the fair 
superannuate. Just then refreshments are an- 
nounced, and Poseyboy, of course, offers his 
arm to the lady. They sail into the dining- 
room, slacken speed, waver, and finally drift 
against the wall, forgetting in their mutual con- 
fusion to unlock arms; and it is not until 
Poseyboy, following the example of others, at- 
| tempts to start toward the refreshment table 
| to supply his partner, that her sudden advance 
at the same time apprises him of the fact that 
he is still pinning her arm to his side with the 
vice-like grip of utter despair. Disengaging 
himself, however, he manages to secure, after 
agonizing struggles, a plate, a biscuit, a spoon- 
ful of ice-cream and a cup of unseasoned coffee. 
With these he hastens back, bathed in perspi- 
ration without and great globules of unshed 
profanity within. 








moved her gloves, and which he has carried 





Miss Oldmaid receives him with a bewitching | morning. 
smile, and innocently recovers her fan, which | immediately afterward gummed into a Mark 


she had requested him to hold while she re- | ‘'wain scrap-book. 


about in the bosom of his vest ever since. 
Poseyboy delivers up the plate, but still holds 
the coffee cup in his shaking hands—for where, 
to be sure, is he to put it? —on top of the fair 
one’s head, or in the midst of the fast melting 
cream? Miss Oldmaid also stands aimlessly 
holding the plate, and prattling of various de- 
lightful subjects. Poseyboy will not notice 
that he has brought her no instrument of con- 
veyance, in spite of her shy glances from the 
cream to his mouth. So they remain pleas- 
antly conversing, she unwilling to disturb 
his evidently harrowed feelings with any direct 
reminder of negligence, and he too much taken 
up with gloomy reminiscences and forebodings 
to be otherwise than oblivious of her hints, 
Presently, Snifkins comes along, elbowing 
right and left, with a plate in each hand and a 
cake-basket in the crook of his left arm, and 
collides with Poseyboy. ‘The latter, presumabiy 
to restore the balance of equilibrium, makes a 
libation of coffee into the bosom of Miss Old- 
maid, and slings the cup violently into the next 
room, where it drives a spoon down the throat 
of the belle of the evening, and causes her to 
wax very unbecomingly red in the face. This 
is too much. It is the last straw which breaks 
the camel’s back. With a wild yell of mingled 
rage and shame, Poseyboy dashes through the 
midst of the guests, and disappears, hatless, into 
outer gloom, In the dead of night he gathers 
together his bachelor effects, consigns them to 
a grip sack, and takes his departure for distant 
lands, A crumpled and generally demoralized 
cuff, franked with a one-cent stamp and ad- 
dressed to Mr. Tom Popinjay, Esq., was deliv- 
ered at the festive mansion by the carrier next 
It was received in grim silence, and 
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ful to him, in spite of 
the appeals of her num- 
erous suitors and the 
remonstrances of the 
old man, Finally she 
consented toset a term 
to this heroic display 
of affection, and said 
that she would be will- 
ing to entertain other 
proposals when she had 
finished an important 
piece of art decorative 
work on which she was 
at the time employed. 
She was sewing red 
flannel patches into the 
lavender trousers of her 
betrothed; and every 
nightshe unpatched all 
the work she had done 
in the day, thus pro- 
longing the task and 
wearing out her unwel- 
come wooers. She kept 
this up until Ulysses re- 
turned with a New Jer- 
sey girl, Penelope felt 
so keenly that it was a 
cool day for her that 
she turned into an ice- 


AMERICA. 











MYTHOLOGIC MENTION. 





Do you yearn to know, sweet Minnie, all 
about the gcds and goddesses of ancient times, 
and who they were and what they did? You 
have come to the correct emporium. We are 
very solid on our mythology, which is a special 
brand, imported expressly for us, and to be had 
of nobody else. No agencies and no connec- 
tion with any other house. 

Now, Minnie, raise your bejeweled finger | 
and put aside the golden tresses from your | 
shell-like ear and hear the Calliope toot and 
the harmonium harmone. 

Mercury was the god of the thermometer. 
He differed from a turkey-cock in having wings 
on his ankles. He was an expensive, gilt-edged 
sort of god, and wore a mourning-band around 
his hat. He offended Jupiter by loafing around 
Wall Street and associating with monopolists, 
and fora punishment he was turned into a razor- 
strop, from which arose the beautiful legend of 
the Mascotte and the Worm 

Kaliamydia was a little celluloid fractional | 
demi-goddess. She presided over wheat-fields, 
and it is to her that we owe the lovely tra- 
ditional symbol of the scare-crow. Her attri- 
butes were an old silk hat and an army overcoat, 
thrown gracefully over a pair of rubber boots, 
and a pair of checked trousers held in position 
by one suspender. Kallamydia was also known 
as Keno, a name bestowed upon her, in consider- 
ation of her great virtues, by V, Hugo Dusen- 
bury, P. P. 

Apollinaris was a famous king of Crete, noted 
for his great wisdom. He decided the great 
rough-and-tumble fight between Aquidneck and 
Watsessing in favor of the former so as to marry 
Quid’s sister, Watsessing thereupon declared 
war, and made it warm for Apollinaris, After 
death he was turned into an evergreen, and set 
out ina country graveyard, where he was finally 
devoured by a Thracian goat. 

Penelope was a young lady of great attain- 
ments, marvelous fidelity and a fine capacity 
for ice-cream. She was devotedly attached to 
a young man by the name of Ulysses, This 
unworthy young man was galiivanting around 
at Long Branch and setting up soda-water for 
other girls; but Penelope was a clinger from 











Clingville, and she clung right to the memory 
of the absent one, and announced her inten- 


berg, and was peddled 
out to hotels and bvarding-houses, ice-cream 
saloons and undertakers’ shops, at $1.00 a cwt. 

Nestor is the man who traveled on his muscle. 
He became enamored of Susan B, Anthony 
one afternoon, while they were both watching 
Anna Dickinson trying to play ‘‘ Hamlet.”’ 

“She can’t play with Mary Anderson,” said 
Susan, 

“Not by a large majority,’ replied Nestor. 

The mash was mutual, for Nestor loved her 
madly, fondly, aithough she was by many years 
his senior. 

Krik was a great Lydian horseman. He rode 
six steeds at a time around the Collosseum, and 
wrote books on the subject that won him golden 
praises from Quintus Horatius Flaccus, Esq., 
who admitted to Mecenas one day, when they 
were comfortably supplied with wine, that the 
great Roman horseman was the person ad- 
dressed in Ode 4,11,44. Krik was finally turned 
into an apple tree, and Pliny says he bore on 
an average twenty bushels of Baldwins per 
annum. 

This ends the Mythological Matinée, Minnie. 


tion of remaining faith- | 








THE PLAINT OF A PLANK. 





And that was, oh, so long ago! 
One hundred years it seems to me 
Since, where the Mississippi rolls 
In mystic grandeur toward the sea 
I, a slender sapling, grew. 


My coat was thin, my heart was young, 
The sky above was soft and blue— 
And to my arms would songsters come 
And carol forth their songs anew. 

I loved the life I lead up there— 

In Minnesota’s lonely shades; 

I watched the wild red deer and bear 
Go bounding through the forest glades; 
I saw the Summers come and go, 

I saw my leaves turn red and fall; 

I saw the forest filled with snow 

More times than I can now recall. 

For years and years I upward went 
Until I thought I ’d brush the sky; 
And when with age my rough trunk bent 
Methinks, said I, alone I ’ll die! 


For twenty years no human came 

To rest beneath my generous shade: 
One day, when sunshine followed rain, 
There came a hunter and a maid. 

The hunter labored hard and long, 

And one by one my neighbors fell: 
And when a month, or more, had gone, 
There stood a log-house, builded well. 

I saw the hunter’s children grow 

As I had grown—tall, strong and free; 
I saw their mother laid below— 
Beneath the snow—just under me; 

I saw a band of woodmen come— 

My coat was rough, my heart was old— 
And wield their axes in the sun; 

And then—my story ’s almost told. 


We fell—as noble Cesar fell 

When Brutus stabbed him to the heart; 

Each axe-stroke was a pine-tree’s kneli: 
They stripped us of our brown, rough bark; 
Into the Mississippi then 

They cast us—each and every one: 

And toward the Gulf—toward haunts of men, 
We drifted on, we drifted on. 


We left New Orleans behind— 

In a Northern schooner’s hold we lay— 
And never felt the sun or wind 

Till anchored in Manhattan Bay. 

{ know not where my neighbors are— 

For years J’ve been part of a floor 

(Lord! how they rush up to the bar! 

You must treat all hands this time, Jack Tar 
Another dance? Hurrah! hurrah!) 

In a beer saloon. My plaint 1s o’er. 


J. E. McCann, 








THE SURF came up exceeding high, 
And made her cry: 
“Oh, my! 
*Gustus, you said the waves were dry!’ 








RAPID TRANSIT IN THE SUBURBS. 





AN OUT-OF-TOWN STUDY. 
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OLD MAN SHOOTINGSTICK. 





‘‘Them boys hain’t workin’ them deaths as they’d 
oughter,” said Old Man Shootingstick, with an anxious 
wag of the head, and pointing, as he spoke, to a brief 
paragraph in the Crosstown Banner, recording the death 
of one of the oldest inhabitants of the county: <‘‘ There’s 
been three deaths this week, an’ this is the only one they 
notice. Why, they’d oughter had at least a half column 
of good live obituary matter ’n’ then go ’round among 
the afflicted and work ’em fur all they was wuth.” 

Ever since Old Man Shootingstick retired fiom the 
post of foreman in the Banner office he had lived only to 
deplore the degeneracy of latter-day editing. He came 
to the office every day, ‘just to keep things straight,” as 
he expressed it, and firmly believed himself to be the 
sheet, anchor and mainstay of the establishment. It was 
his habit, whenever we met, to give me lectures on rural 
journalism, contrasting the manner in which “the boys ” 
conducted the Crosstown Banner with the methods in 
vogue in his own time. 

«* Well, Mr. Shootingstick, how do you work an obit- 
uary for all it is worth?” I inquired, pleasantly. 

«Easy enough,” rejoined the old man: ‘take for 
jastance old Silas Perkins, that they’ve give just a para- 
graphto. Well known man, Silas was, and lived to be 
nigh onto eighty-five years of age. Folks well off, too—all 
them Perkinses from daown Bricktop way is well off, an’ 
7 shouldn’t think they’d wanter hev it known that they let 
the old man end his days in the poor-house.” 

‘‘Poor-house! Did he die there?” I asked in some 
astonishment, for I knew the Perkins famtly to be one 
of excellent standing, financially at least. 

“« Certainly he did. They sent him to the poor-hou.e 
five year ago, when he began to get kinder childish-like; 
they made out as how he’d rather live there where he hed 
good company; but then between you’n’ me the Perkinses 
allus was a leetle bit near in money matters, an’ I guess 
they grudged the keep o’ the old man an’ sorter wanted 
to git rid on him. Now if I was a-runnin’ this paper I 
should make it a pint to see Deacon Perkins himself, tell 
him there was goin’ to be an obituary of his father, an’ ten 
to one he’d do the square thing. Y’see ft makes all the 
difference in the world to the deacon whether you say 
that his father died alone an’ forsaken, or whether you 
kinder smooth it down with bein’ tended by kind hands 
durin’ his last moments, and passin’ through the golden 
gates.” 

“« Well, what does this paragraph say?” 

‘It don’t say nothin’, ’cept that he died ’n’ was buried 
an’ how old he was —just as if that ’ud be any comfort 
to his family. Lemme tell ye right here, that when ye 
write about a man’s dyin’ ye don’t wanter come out flat- 
footed ’n’ say he dicd; ye wanter kinder soften it daown 
an’ say that the bright angels bore him away, or that he 
crossed with the pale boatman to the perfect life beyond, 
or suthin’ o’ that kind to convey the idee that he got inter 
heaven. It don’t cost any more’n the other way, an’ it’s 
more respectful to the dead an’ soothin’ to the livin’. 


Le’s see the other death notices; I’ll warrant ye some on | 


’em could ha’ been strung aout inter a half column.” 








‘* Well, the next one is a baby not more than six | 
months old; you couldn’t very well publish a long obit- | 
uary of an infant of such tender years—I should say | 


tender weeks.” 


** Waal, naow, I dunno ’baout that. -There be n’t 


much ter say regardin’ the child, but I rather guess the | 


father and mother could be fetched by a few sympathetic | 


woids. The proper thing ter do would ha’ been fur him 
ter have seed the father an’ showed him the article afore 
it went in the paper, an’ asked him how many copies 
he’d want. Like as not he'd take four or five hund’ed 
on ’em if the notice happened to suit him. I should ha’ 
written it up in style, ye see, an’ put it in nice ’baout the 
young uns bein’ borne on angels’ wings through the pearly 
gates, right to the great golden throne. 
kinder smooth it daown fur the survivors, ye might put 
in suthin’ in the way of a puff for Jared—that’s the father, 
ye know—just sorter mention the fact of his hevin’ a notion 
store on Main Street. That’ll fetch him sure. Oh! they 





Then, so’s ter | 


reading. 


don’t half work that paper nowadays, an’ it makes me 
feel bad to see it runnin’ daown hill.” 

The old man shook his head <olemnly as he thought 
of the sad plight into which the old ASanner had fallen 
since his connection with it had ceased. 

‘“*How about that other death? Is that neglected 
also?” I inquired. 

“« Read it, will ye?” 


eight years.” 

‘«* Why, thet’s old Balcom, the soap biler! Owes the 
office money, an’ been a-owin’ it fur ten year back. No, 
there hain’t nuthin’ to say fur him more savory than thet 
he used ter bile soap fur a livin’, an’ smelt on’ it so’s ye 
could spot him a mile off. No, if them boys waan’t fools 
they’d never ha’ gin him even a death notice. There 
ain’t no money in him, an’ never was,” and with these 
sober thoughts the old man toddled off to mark the typo- 
graphical errors in the paper and show them to “the 
boys.” JAKE Moon. 








— Auswers Foy the Aurions, 





HASELTINE.—She has gone forth for the Fourth. 


HANDLEY R.—They were laying the corner-stone of 
the pyramid of Cheops when the last man laughed at that 
joke about sitting down in the picnic pie. Because the 
echo of that deluded Egyptian’s cachinnation has reached 
you across the intervening zeons, that is no reason why 
you should torture our sensitive souls with a jest of such 
prehistoric antiquity that you can’t tell its bald-headedness 
from the soles of its feet. 


ESSENTIAL OIL OF CONGRESS 


WASHINGTON, June 26th, 1882 
POLITICAL ASSESSMENTS. 
SENATOR PENDLETON entertained the Senate by read- 
ing a highly humorous Republican Congressional Com- 


; mittee’s circular, signed Jay A. Hubbell, Acting Treasurer, 


| which gently hinted to government employees that a 
‘In this town, May 2g9th, Peleg Balcom, aged sixty- | 








Lambert R. L.—Did we receive your manuscript, | 


with stamps enclosed? 
We don’t remember the manuscript; but if you could 
describe the stamps, we might be able to recollect where 
we sent them, if that would be any consolation to you. 
Will we return you the MS., or tell you where you can 
get it? Imposs, Lam., imposs, We don’t know where 
itis. Mayhap by this time it is resolved into the primal 


Very likely we did, Lambert. | 


forces of nature. If so, it went there by way of Ann Street. | 


ALTHRON.—What will prevent hair from falling out? 
Several things have been recommended, Althron; but all 
that we are absolutely certain of is that matrimony won’t 
do it. For ourselves, it matters not. 
deeply investigated the subject, because we rejoice in a 
clustering mass of raven locks, falling in tangled profus- 
ion over our alabaster brow, this-style-six-for-a-quarter- 
Mrs.- Radcliffe - Mysteries-of - Udolpho - and-Medora-fell- 
into - his - arms - with-a-cry-of - joy - that-rang-through-the 
ancestral-halls-of-Beverly-Castle. But hist ye, Althron, 
a word in your ear, good lad! Dost thou by any chance 
catch on to a renovator or other mixture that will start a 


small percentage of their salaries would be very accept- 
From the 
Boston Custom House but $15,000 was wanted, and from 


able to the committee for campaign purposes, 


other government institutions proportionate amounts. 
He had a great admiration for Mr. Jay Hubbell—in fact, 
he scarcely knew which trait in his character to admire 
more, his rapacity as a collector of corruption funds or 
his palceocrystic jowl in defiantly breaking the law. 

SENATOR ALLISON remarked that a great mistake had 
been made. No member of a Republican committee 
had ever been known to ask a government employee for 
a contribution for campaign purposes. It was astonish- 
ing how errors were circulated. ‘True—contributions 
were sometimes asked for to oblige the contributors; but 
no political manager would dream of causing an employee 
to be discharged who refused to give anything to the fund, 
That would be too ridiculous. 

SENATOR HALE did not think that Democrats were 
such angels in top-boots, either, in the way of scooping in 
money to carry elections. 

The senators had not exhausted their bazoo, as Mr. 
Bill Nye would say, when we went to press, but the 
simplest way to settle the question would be to deposit 
the ‘* Collector ” in a comfortable cell in a well-regulated 
jail for his gross violation of the Civil Service laws. 


AMUSEMENTS. 





HAVERLY’s FirtH AVENUE THEATRE is still occupied 
by Miss Ada Gray’s ** East Lynne” Company and floods 
of tears. 

N1BL0’s GARDEN is, at present, the home of the Lillian 
Russell - Augusta Roche ‘Patience,” and the effect of 
wsthetics on the down-town population is awaited with 
some anxiety and curiosity. 

Let us hear no complaints of a hot Summer while 


| «« Esmeralda,” at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE, is iced 


We have never | 


nightly for its audiences to counteract the genial warmth 
of the acting of John Owens and Annie Russell. 

The proprietors of the METROPOLITAN ALCAZAR, 
Messrs. T. Stevens & Co., have announced a change of 
bill. 
individual who is desirous of keeping cool can do so, and 
have the eye and ear gratified at the same time with a 


It is, perhaps, the only place in town where the 


| good ballet and a light and airy operetta, and the palate 


bald scalp, just call around here in business hours and | 


you will receive a liberal reward and no questions asked. 


LITERARY NOTES. 


If any one hankers after reading in this hot weather a 
healthful, brightful, lightful novel of Southern life, let 
him read «¢ The Home Stretch,” by M. A. Collins. Mr. 
George W. Harlan, of New York, is the enterprising 
publisher, 


We have received a photograph of a painting called 
*« Contentment” from S. R. Griggs & Co., of Montpelier, 
Vt. It is handsomely framed in plain polished oak, and 
will add greatly to the personal appearance of our office 
walls. It represents a dyspeptic old lady in a lace cap, 
a large collar and no hoops. Large-veins run gracefully 
over her knuckles, which are partly concealed by lace 
mits. Her face is wrinkled, and her teeth are lying on 
the table hard by. She is in a sweet reverie, her kind 
old face just breaking into a smile of peace and resigna- 
tion. On her lap is a book which she has just been 
It is Puck ON WHEELS for 1882, which is now 
out and for sale by all newsdealers. 
cents.— Adz. 


| lated from the late STANDARD * Patience.” 


with good wine and beer. 

THE Bijou OPERA Housk has once more settled down 
to ** Patience,’’ with a cast somewhat different from the 
Mr. John 
Howson, the Oscar Wilde Runthorne, has been trans- 
Mr. Digby 


one that captured audiences a fortnight ago. 


| Bell is the Grosvenor, Miss Lilly Post the Patience, and 





Price twenty-five | 


Miss Laura Joyce the Lady Fane. 

“« The Merry War ” was produced for the first time in 
English at the GERMANIA THEATRE on Tuesday evening 
of last week. Messrs. Carleton, Golden and Gustav 
Adolfi, Dora Wiley, Belle Cole and Louise Pauilin are 
included in the cast. The music is delicately martial and 
waltzful, and it would be surprising if it were not, as 
Johann Strauss is the composer and the man to make 
people hop. It isa fair race between ‘‘ The Merry War ” 
and Coney Island as a Summer resort. 





Those who practise archery and tennis cannot get 
along without subscribing to the Archery and Tennis 
News, which is published semi-monthly from June to 
December, and monthly from December to June. It is 
edited by Mr. A. B. Starey, of Harper's Weekly, A 
constant study of this periodical cannot fail to make Wil- 
liam Tells and champion lawn-tennisers of its readers, 
and put them on good terms with human nature generally. 
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MR. ARNOLD DISPOSES OF A 
NATION. 


“ODI PROFANUM.” 








I hate the vulgar Philistine— 
The word is T. Carlyle’s and mine. 
We Britons have a noble line, 
Barbarian, but not Philistine; 
But all you Yankees, I opine, 
Are quite too wholly Philistine. 
At high noontide on pie you dine— 
A prandial practice Philistine. 
For toothpick you—oh, certain sign 
Of ways and manners Philistine!— 
Affect the fork’s defiléd tine. 
Though I ’ve not been across the brine, 
My cobbler once—a Philistine— 
Sent home my shoes, marked two-and-nine, 
Wrapped in a journal Philistine— 
I think, the Wayback Bandoline— 
The name, meseems, is Philistine. 
I kept the paper and the twine— 
They ’re useful, though they ’re Philistine. 
I read the sheet, and I incline 
To think—don't call me Philistine— 
That ’s all I need to know. [T’ll sign 

M. Arnold, 

Anti- Philistine. 





The writer begs grace for the points he has missed in 
Not rhyming the name, in pure Oxford, Phi/stine. 
BB. CCB. 








NIGHT ON THE ERIE. 





AN ETCHING. 





Rocky sides—vast memorials of the mechan- 
ical cunning of man and powder—crowned 
with the green, umbrageous glory of many 
maples, and a half dozen shanties that look 
like a stroke of paralysis in acyclone, The 
great, deep star-home overhead, the croaksome 
chorus of .bull-frogs below, or bellow—just as 
it hits you, stranger—and out on the tow-path 
the sulphurous rhetoric of two drivers who are 
debating with their fists over the proprietorship 
of a chew of tobacco, 

Occasionally we drift with idle oars past a 
broad, level piece of scenery, which discloses 
afar the light of some farmer who is engaged 
in lucubrations on the payment of a five-hun- 
dred-dollar mortgage on a four-hundred-dollar 
farm; and we sigh for the lost, and wearily 
wonder if naught will go into nothing and leave 
enough to cash up for the unutterable happi- 
nes of a pretty girl, two dishes of buff-tinted 
cream, with one spoon for the twain. 

Woods again—dark, mysterious districts, 
which may have echoed to the sound of crime, 
or the yells of the country maiden in the tena- 
cious clutches of the picnic ant. Ah, it is very 
still here now, almost as quiet as the conversa- 
tion of a dumb man. Speech is silver, but 
silence is the price of two pounds of veal cutlet. 
But now the silver begins to circulate, for away 
off there in the winding water course of space 
can be heard the limpid: 

“Goo on, Jane, or crush me to atoms if I 
don’t club the young life outen ye!’ of the 
cultivated Buffalo driver. 

Another sound, or rather a dim succession 
of them, soft and amorous as the words of 
a sweet old love-song such as Carew used to 
write. Can it be some far previous driver call- 
ing down a benediction on his mules, to the 
tune of fourteen entirely new designs of Syra- 
cuse profanity? Ah, ’tis but the pleasant plash 
made by the serew of a steam canal-boat. ‘he 
brazen head-light flashes round a curve with a 
suddenness that calls for the aid of an nigh- 
doctor. It approaches, loud in its clamor 
against mule-and-ragged-boy power on the 
canal, It is passing now, and we cast our fair, 
manly eyes into the uncurtained windows of 
the forward cabin. 











Ah, what beauty is there disclosed! Sweet 
Venus, what a delicate piece of tracery! The 
couk singing a strawberry-quart* metre Irish 
song, while engaged in testing a last week’s 
pancake on the pink-tinted little auricular of 
his refractory babe! Then, dreamily, we gaze 
through the cobwebby illusion which !'ghts the 
caboose, only to glimpse at a red-headed man 
inlaying a yellow patch on a pair of mauve-col- 
ored trousers, 

Ah, well, all passes in this world: beauty, 
June nights, and roses—everything passes like 
a lead nickel on a blind beggar. Quiet be- 


' spreads our soul, while our two-cent cigar lights 


| the revels of nine million mosquitos, 





allel shores grow indistinct as they ring and re- 
verberate the xylophone solo of the bray mule. 
We are at peace—peace — peace! Oh, then: 


What Jove can we long for, 
What tenor-wrought song, or 
What hope, or what honor, or tenure of wealth? 
Rest, Nature, no labor, 
Dear Peace for a neighbor, 
And mosquitos solicitous about our good health! 
Epwarp WIck. 








THE PALM-LEAF FAN begins to flutter 
Along Broadway, 

Where lemonade ’s sold at the gutter 
Throughout the day. 

The dog has donned his airy muzzle; 


The thing that now his mind doth puzzle, | 


Is how to grab the fly that flits 
Around and on the muzzle sits, 
With feelings of serene repose, 
About two inches from his nose, 








SWEETUMS. 
This is the way Mr. and Mrs. Youngkupple thought 
their baby’s photograph would look. 
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*Short, you know. 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCXXXI. 


IcE-CREAM. 


Ya-as, one of the 
pwincipal articles 
of food of Amer- 
wicans isice-cweam, 
I may aw say it is 
the pwimarwy one, 
’ faw the people do 

S i not seem to be able 
aS Wp to exist without it. 
19S@ It seems a stwange 
Wm kind of substance 
to put in the same 
categorwy as bwead 
aw meat and potatos, But, fwom observation, 
I dwead to think of the fwightful consequences 
which would ensue to the whole population of 
the United States if by any chance the ice- 
cweam cwop failed in the same way as the gwain 
| or beef pwoduct does occasionally. 
| Itisa pwetty safe wule to lay down, that if 
| ice-cweam is not on the table of the most or- 
dinarwy and humblest Amerwican ménage at 
least once durwing the day, there is something 
wadically wong in its organization. 
| ‘The temperwature of the seasons does not 
make the slightest differwence. Whether in 
the aw torwid heats of Summah or the fwigid 
atmosphere of Wintah, the Amerwican man or 
woman, childwen, and even veterwans of both 
sexes will devour with welish the curwious com- 
| pound as if it were nectah aw ambwosia, which 
‘were included, I believe, in the bill-of-fare 







i 
i} 





man deities, 

Jack Carnegie and I have often woncerwed 
what would be the effect on the countwy if the 
Wepwesentatives in Congwess were to carwy a 
measure forbidding the people to eat anything 
else but ice-cweam. I suppose it would wuin 
gwowahs of othah things, but I think the ex- 
perwiment would be an interwesting one. 

As a wich Englishman has a secwet satisfac- 
tion in offerwing an appweciative fwiend a glass 
| of superwi-ah wine at aw dinnah, so a fellaw 
can almost invarwiably judge of the wealth or 
income of an Amerwican by the quality and 
| quantity of the ice-cweam on the table. 
| If it is of varwiegated colors, and has a 
verwy wich and glitterwing appearwance, it is 
safe to conclude that your host is in easy mone- 
tarwy circumstances, and that he pwides him- 
self on the national dish. 

On the othah hand, if the ice-cweam has a 
flaky and bilious look, and is irwegulah and un- 
even inshape, the bank account of the dinnah- 
givah is verwy likely to be the weflex of the 
condition of his cweam. 

I am informed that ice-cweam is utilized faw 
maw purposes than is the weindeer among the 
twibes of the fwigid zone. It forms the pwin- 
cipal feachah of courting and love-making. It 
is not necessarwy faw a young man to breathe 
poetwy and soft nothings in his loved one’s 
yee-ah; he simply has to invite her wegularly 
into a westaurwant and pwovide her liberwally 
with ice-cweam. 

Undah such circumstances a suit is nevah 
known to fail; consequently the numbah of 
marwiages that take place by means of this 
odd fwozen compound is simply pwodigious aw. 














| — 


| Tuis IS THE TIME when the touring cor- 

respondent of the provincial paper sends home 
| his masterpiece beginning: ‘‘ Here we are in 
the quaint old city of Seville,’ and ending: 
| « I will tell you more about Seville in my next.” 
| It is generally signed “ Myron Myrtle”’ or 
| ** Toreador.”’ 





pwovided faw the ancient Gwecian and Woe- 
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“WAYSIDE VIOLETS.” 





We have just received from Griggs, Man- 
drake & Co, a small volume of verse, by Sophie 
Schermerhorn Drinkwater, entitled: ‘ Way- 
side Violets, and Visions From an Inner Life.’’ 
The author tells us she is but sixteen years of 
age, and that it is her first book—two facts 
which would suggest themselves to any one 
who could read a single page of it and live, 
Here is a sample verse from a poem, entitled: 


TO A CHILD. 


She ’s standing in the sunlight, 
Her age is three or four; 
She ’s out on the piazza 
Beside the open door. 
She wears a gingham apron, 
Likewise an old straw hat, 
Which oft she puts upon the dog 
And sometimes on the cat. 
She ’s very fond of candy, 
She ’s very fond of pie; 
She loves her little brother 
Who ’s only got one eye. 
She likes to roll a hoople 
From morning until night, 
She always goes to Sunday-school 
With features very bright. 


Then Miss Drinkwater comes on with all the 
regulation apostrophes to various plants in- 
cluding Indian pipe, foxglove and mallow. 
‘There are such stock rhymes as “ flowers”? and 
‘‘ bowers’’ “ June”? and ‘‘noon,’’ “ meadow”’ 
and ‘‘ shadow,” and “ rose’’ and “blows’’ on 
almost every page. That’s the reason she seems 
to be a compromise between Jean Ingelow and 
the Sweet Singer of Michigan. She dwells 
fondly on woodlands, and speaks of silvery 
brooks crawling like angle worms through spicy 
bowers of rest, in which the tired golden bee 
lights upon the snowy bosom of the lily, throws 
off his cut-away coat, lets his suspenders down, 
and fans himself with a leaf, while he knocks 





hard for the waiter to appear. But after all 
this landscape, which comprises the Wayside 
Violets-end of the book, we come to the 
Visions From an Inner Life. These nightmares 
might better have been called Pastorals, in the 
manner of Wordsworth, for they seem like 


echos of the peculiar style which that simple | 


poet employed in such pieces as “ Drink, 
Pretty Creature, Drink,’ and ‘Peter Bell, 
Esq.’ The first canticle in this department 
shows the inner workings of the family dog: 


LITTLE CARLO. 


We had a little doggie, 
We used to call him Carlo; 
We bought him out in Michigan 
From Mr. Reuel Barlow. 
He used to go a-walking 
With me o’er meadows hilly; 
He ’d swim out in the lakelet 
And bring to me the lily. 

He wasn’t much on watching, 
But then he wouldn’t steal; 
Old Zeke, the brindled tom cat, 
Liked Carlo a great deal. 

He ’d lie upon the door-mat, 
And from a china cup 
Drink milk, and never, never 
Had we to chain him up. 
He never wore a muzzle, 
And that ’s the reason why 
Upon a day in August 
The pound man, old and sly, 
Corraled him in a moment 
And held him by the collar, 
And told us that to ransom him 
’T would take a half-a-dollar. 
That ’s how we lost our doggie, 
Our little dappled Carlo, 
That we bought way out in Michigan 
From Mr. Reuel Barlow. 


After disposing of the dog, she essays to ex- 
pose the peculiarities of the cat, the poultry 
and the cattle about the place. ‘The cows are 


not robust cows, with any great strength of | dollar. 


thought or character. ‘They are parlor cows— 
nice smooth, gentle animals, with a knowledge 
of etiquette, and a sort of Sunday-school air 
about them. We must pass these gentle ani- 
mals over, for want of space. But we cannot 
refrain from printing ‘‘’The Old Gray Mare,” 
than which Mr. Wordsworth never wrote a 
worse thing—even in his most glorious mo- 
ments of drivel. 


THE OLD GRAY MARE. 


We used to own an old gray mare, 
She had a flowing tail, 

She ate the clover off the ground 
And apples from a pail. 

She wasn’t quite exactly gray, 
But white with polka dots; 

My brother George would whallop her 
And ride her round the lots. 

She had a large and dreamy eye 
That lustre didn’t lack, 

One day the buggy, with 2 kick, 
She hoisted on her back. 

She used to eat the apricot 
From sister Dora’s hand; 

The mare got sick when Dora went 
And joined the angel-band. 

Oh, when the old gray mare got sick, 
We sent across the hills, 

And had a doctor come and give 
Her homceopathic pills. 

The mare, alas! she went and died 
Upon the fragrant mall, 

At close of day they buried her 
Beneath the buttonball. 

And now, when day is at a close, 
My sister Jane and I 

Go down beneath the buttonball 
And eat a cherry pie. 


There are many more gems of this kind 
scattered through the volume, which was no 
doubt published at the author’s expense, It is 
difficult to say which is the worst piece in the 
book—there are at least forty which seem to 





have good claim to the dishonors. Price one 
R. K. MunkiT Rick. 
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A BANDIT OF SUNNY ITALY. 





But He Works IT DIFFERENTLY IN AMERICA. 








A NEW TERROR. 





Snifford came home on Friday night-in a 
warped condition. He might have been called 
paralyzed; but he observed to the other warped 
gentleman who had escorted him to his door that 
he was galvanized, nickel-plated, and that he 
owned all the street and more than half of the 
town with all the rights, privileges, appurtenan- 
ces and hereditaments thereunto belonging. 

This state of exhilaration had evaporated 
when he reached the chamber where Mrs, Snif- 
ford’s innocent head pressed a lonely pillow, 
or ought to have pressed a lonely pillow, had 
Mrs, Snifford had the feelings of a wife—had 
she possessed one shadow of sympathy with the 
chronic aridity of a husband. 

But as Snifford steered a winding course 
toward the bed, he found himself brought up 
by a glare familiar enough to him, but never 
in so terrible a form as he now beheld it. 

‘Tsay, M’ria!’’ he gasped in protest, as he 
stood swinging his shoes in one hand and in 
the other the regular propitiatory offering of 
one-soft-shell-crab-in-a-box: ‘‘1 say, M’ria, 
don’ look er me li’ tha’ !”’ 

But the cold and menacing glitter, like the 
moonlit depths of a treacherous pond, still was 
fixed upon him, and the soul of Snifferd trem- 
bled in its pickling of mixed drinks, 

“ M’ria,’”’ he pleaded, faintly: ‘don’ look er 
me li’ tha’. ’S aw ri’, I shoor you. House 
fell on my head, tha’sh aw. You’re ’shtaken, 
M’ria, you’re ’shtaken. Haven’t had a drink 
—s’hel’ me grayshs! S’murrer fel’—s’murrer 
drink, M’ria, don’ look er me li’ tha’!”? 

But still the cold light penetrated his very | 
marrow. 

‘“«F’th’law’sake, M’ria, don’ you shoot one | 
eye er me li’ tha’, Make erurrereye! You'll 
kill me, shu’, ’n’ then wheresh your sh’porter? 
Make er urrer eye! M’ria, brough’ you box 
er crab—co’ crab--saw sher crab—M’ ria, make 
er urrer eye!” 

As he writhed in his agony, while the baleful 
light seemed to illumine every nerve of his body 
and discover to the world the alcoholic flush 
which pervaded him, his tortured back-bone 
took a new and feebler twist, and changed his 
focus about a foot to the left. 

‘‘ Tha’sh berrer,’’ he resumed, in compara- 
tive relief: ‘“‘tha’sh ri’. She’s comin’ roun’,”’ 
he confided to the box of crabs: ‘‘ that’sh fetched 
her. Now, M’ria, ta’ tha’ urrer eye off, an ’sh 
aw ri’, Ta’ urrer eye—”’ 

The hand of Mrs. Snifford was on his shoul- 
der, and the voice of Mrs. Snifford was in his 
ear, 

“Come to bed, you monument of infamy!”’ 
was the true wife’s touching greeting. 








Snifford turned around and raised one unholy 
howl of terror: 

‘¢ F’th’law’sake, M’ria! wash yerdoin’? She 
’sh a-comin’ tha’ mirror, dgfib’ look’ glash— 
shee-er-back-er-yer-head game on me!”’ 

Then an awful thought burst upon him. 

‘‘Gorrem!’? he wailed, plaintively: “ gor- 
rem! Eyes, ’shtead er monks. No zhebra— 
on’y eyes—M’ria’s eyes—oh, ta’ em away— 
ta’ ’em away—O Law’! there’sh tha’ boss big 
green eye ’gain— I gorrem, I gorrem!”’ 

“‘ Twish you had,”’ said Mrs. Snifford, sternly: 
“T am sure I wish you had. It might bea 
lesson to you. But you are in no danger. A 
walking distillery can’t get any worse. That 
thing on the wall there is the luminous match- 
safe you yourself bought me yesterday and said 
it was one of the wonders of science and you 


-were afraid to say what it cost you—and they’ re 


ten cents everywhere, Mr. Snifford, and you’re 
coming right along to bed, and I hope you 
like it yourself.’ 

And she dropped the crab out of the win- 
dow, and led Snifford gently bedward by the | 
ear, 








OLD SAWS AND SEE-SAWS. 


From Eighth Street up, from Eight Street down, 





This is the manner of this great town: 
From Eighth Street up, the women are spurn- 
ing it, 

From Eighth Street down, the men are earn- | 
ing it. 

Borrowing, buying, begging it, lending it. 
From Eighth Street up, the women are spend- 
ing it: 

’ Twill be the manner of this great town 
Till Wall Street ’s up and Harlem ’s down, 


Till green grass grows in Tompkins Square, 
Till all the “‘ L’s”’ reduce their fare; 

From some street up, the women burning it, 
From some street down, the men still earn- 
ing it; 

Father from son, if need be, rending it, 
That daughter and wife may still be spend- 
ing it. 
From Eighth Street up, from Eighth Street 
down— 
A see-saw rhyme and a see-saw town. 
—A, E. Watrous, in Century. 


Rev. Dr. PECK, of New York, says: “God 
will divide” the wealth of the Goulds and the 
Vanderbilts. Let’s all staud around and hold 
our hats.— Mew Haven Register. 





A SCHOOL-GIRL’S LETTER. 

We give the following extracts from a letter 
written to a friend by a young lady at a board- 
ing-school near London, respecting special 
services lately held in the neighborhood by one 
of the evangelists of the Children’s Special 
Service Mission. We omit all names: 

“‘T must tell you the good news, Since I 
wrote to you four of our girls have come to the 
Saviour thoroughly. Isn’t it splendid? One 
night after we had come from the service, and 
had gone up to bed, was crying; she was 
in dreadful trouble and could not find rest. 
I was obliged to leave her, because I sleep in 
another room; but her companion is a Christian 
(though she never let any one know it before). 
During the night, , who sleeps in my room, 
joined these two, and all three prayed together 
about two in the morning, and they all found 
Jesus. It was the first news I heard in the 
mo ning, and even if they had not told me I 
could have guessed it from their happy faces. 
‘That was Friday morning. Before breakfast 
another of them was in great trouble; she said 
she was so wicked and so miserable. I told her 
that that was just the reason she wanted Jesus, 
and that He wanted her. We prayed together, 
and she gave herselfto Him, That was another 
happy face to go down to breakfast. 

‘We went to the last of the services yester- 
day, and there was an after-meeting for tho:e 
who were wishing to become Christians, or 
who would like to stay for other reasons, A 
good many of us stayed, and my own com- 
panion was converted there. We had such a 
nice time last night, It seems almost too good 
to be true—only it zs true. It just shows how 
God answers our prayers in a way we never 
think of—‘exceeding abundantly above all we 
ask or think.’ ‘They were all worldly girls, 
fond of dances and all that sort of thing, and 
it will be very hard for them when they go home 
into the midst of it ail again. 

“Yesterday morning Miss gave us all a 
holiday, and allowed us to spend the morning 
up-stairs together, reading the Bible, etc. We 











| had a splendid morning. You may imagine 


how we all felt after what God had just been 
doing for us. is still unconverted, but she 
will not always be. She is bound to be con- 
verted, because we have all prayed for her so 
much.”’— Zhe Christian, [London, Eng.] 

[We copy this in Our Exchanges because it 
is so disgraceful and disgusting that it is almost 
funny. ] 





BABY’S PETITION. 

Life is restless, days are fleeting, 
Children bloom, but die in teething; 
Warning take, all friends and mothers, 
Watch the precious girls and brothers; 
Read the home life of Victoria, 
Children nine, all had CAsroria; 

No sleepless nights, by baby squalling, 
Like larks they rise in early morning. 








Recommending Swayne’s Ointment for a Skin Disease, 
shows knowledge as to the relative merits of different 
remedies, 





ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sole Manufactory: Belfast, Ireland. 





PATENT COVERS FOR FILING PUCK. 





They are simple, strong and easily used. Preserve the 
papers perfectly, as xo holes are punched through them. 
Will always lie open, even when full. Allow any paper 
on file to be taken off without disturbing the rest. Price 
$1.00. By mail to any part of the United States or Can- 
ada, $1.25. ; 

KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 





READ’S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 
MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERS. 
Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottle. 
Ws. H. READ, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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CAUTION! 


Unprincipled persons desiring to deceive the pub- 

lic with their imitations, usually copy 
1. The FLASK-shaped Bottle. 

il. The BLUE Wrapper. 

ill, The general style of steel engraved Trade- 
Mark LABEL adopted 1858, for BROWN’S 
GENUINE GINGER. 

The additional Trade-Mark in Red, White and 
Black, was adopted Jan. 1, 1881, to meet 
just such FRAUDS. 

Belowis a fac-simile of Wrapped Bottle (reduced}4) 
of Frederick Brown’s Ginger. 
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JAMAICA GINGER. 


N.E.Cor.of Firtthe Chestnut Sts 





or 
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PHILADEL tie 
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For sale by Druggists, Grocers and General Dealers 


in all parts of ihe world. 
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$200 4 A MONTH—Agents Wanted. 100 best sell 


articles in the world. 


Also $2 Wan es. 


1 sample free for 6c. stam: 
Fe.ton M’r’G. Co., 138 Fulton St., New York. 








GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


» breakfast Cocoa. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess of 
Oilhas been removed. It has three 
times the strength of Cocoa mixed 
with Starch, Arrowroot or Sugar, 
and is therefore far more economi- 
cal. It is delicious, nourishing, 
strengthening, easily digested, ond 
- admirably adapted for invalids as 
well as for persons in health. 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 


¥. BAKER & C0,, Dorchester, Mass 


UNKISSED KISSES. 


They tell of unkissed kisses, 
But this we apprehend, 

That kisses kissed are better, 
More easy to comprehend. 


We don’t regret kissed kisses, 
Tis unkissed ones we mourn; 

Such golden chances wasted 
Are losses hardly borne. 


Though not, perhaps, zsthetic, 
The old-style kisses kissed, 
Compared with unkissed kisses, 

Are surely to be missed. 


We know not unkissed kisses, 

But kisses kissed we know; 
Defying fate and Oscar, 

Let ’s keep on kissing so.—Quzz. 


WE sometimes delight to print names in order 
that they may be read aloud, The names of 
individuals are sometimes musical, and ofttimes 
indicate nationalities, A great steal is just now 
being perpetrated in the New York Legislature 
against certain property owners in the City of 
New York. There are two honest men opposing 
it. Their names are Roosevelt and Sprague. 
There are fourte@n rascals favoring it, and their 
names are Bogan, Costello, Cullen, Haggerty, 
McManus, Maher, Sheehy, Ahearn, Breen, 
Gideon, McClelland, Murphy, Brodsky and 
Niglutsch.— San Francisco Argonaut, 





TERRIBLE LOSS OF LIFE. 
Millions of rats, mice, cats, bed-bugs, roaches, 
lose their lives by collision with ‘‘Rough on 
Rats.” Sold by all druggists, 15c. 





Corns can be pulled out by the roots in four days after applying 
German Corn Remover. 25c. Sold by druggists. 





Do not forget to add to your Lemonade or Soda ten drops of 
ANGOSTURA BITTERS, It imparts a delicious flavor ani 
prevents all Summer Diseases. Be sure to get the genuine 
a factured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 


MANHATTAN BEACH. 


VIA CREENPOINT. 

The steamer SYLVAN GROVE leaves the pier foot of 23d S... 
EAST RIVER for the ran Beach s Depot, Greenpoint, connecting 
vith trains for yoy each, at 8:45, 9:45, 10:45 A. M., and 
half-hou ly from 11:15 A. M. to 9:15 P. M. 

s RAINS LEAVE MANHA AN BEACH at *7:35, 10, 11:05 

A. M.; 12:05, 12:30, 1:05, 1:30 P. M., and every fifteen and thirty 
minutes past the hour to 9:30 P. M., and at 10, 10:35 P. 
VIA BAY RIDCE. 

The steamers D. R. MARTIN and SAM SLOAN leave foot of 
Whitehall St , terminus of all the Elevated Railroads, half-hourly 
from 8:10 A. M. t»o:1o P.M. 

‘TRAINS LEAVE ‘MANHATTAN BEACH at *7:10, *8:10, 
g:1o A. M., and half-hourly from 10:10 A. M. to 10:10 P. M. 

* Trains ’ marked thus do not run on Suncays. 








EXCURSION TICKETS "FOR SALE AT ALL DOWN- 
TRACK STATIONS OF THE ELEVATED RAILWAYS. 
PRICK 60 CENTS, INCLUDING ELEVATED RAILWAY 
FARES. 

AFTERNOON AND EVENING CONCERTS BY GIL- 
MORE’S BAND AND EMINENT SOLUISTs. 








The Washington Life Ins. Co. 


The only Company that keeps Policies in force by Dividends. 
H. F. POGGENBURG, General Agent. 





153 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
k [ E. F. BECK 
INE HARN & SON, 
*Newark, Mm. d. 


HAND MADE, 
Coach, Coupe, Village Cart and Road Harness, 





YOU ARE CORRECT!! 
WE Wu J 
ESOS 





Ks the BEST and QUICKEST 


CLEANER and POLISHER 
IN THE WORLD 
Of NICKEL, SILVER WARE, 
AND PLATE GLASS. 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


THE LUSTRO COMPANY, NEW YORK. 











The Langest Retatl Clothing House in America, 


SUMMER STYLES, 1882. 


Men’s, Youths’, Boys’ and Children’s 
READY-MADE CLOTHING 
in Large Asse Assortment, 
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|Custom Tailoring by Leadin, Leading Artists under A.C. Bell, 


-BRONN ER & CO., 


610, 612, 614, 616, 618 8 BROADWAY, 


Cor. E. Houston St., WW. Y. 





Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 

363 CANAL STREET. 
Bet. S. 5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York, 
Bargains in every department, 

Nickel Stem Winders, $6. Solid silver Amert- 
can Watches, $10.—Stem Winders, $14, Solid 
Gold Stem Winders, $35. Diamond Studs, $10 
and upwards. Wedding Rings, $3 and upwards. 
The —— tassortment of Jewelry at lowest pri- 
aI COS. woo, ofevery dese ertption sey? y 
cuted. Goods sent C. 0. D. to any part 

U.S. New Dlustrated Price List. 


“JUST OUT.” 


BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


And other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 


Me illustrated, bound in cloth. 
nts. SENT TO ANY BA ART OF TE rat 
THE REC EIPT OF 30cG POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. By en hege Publisher, 
66 Ann St. New Yarke~ 


SUPERIOR FSEING TACKLE. 






















We offer a fine 3 joint Fly y Rod, 15-yard Brass Reel, roo-ft, Linen 
Line, 3 Flies, 3 Hooks to gut, and Lei ader, complete, by express, 
for $5.00; by mail, postpaid, $5.50. Sample flies by mail, post- 
paid, roc. each; per dozen, $1.00. 1 three-piece Trout Rod, 1 
Float, 1 Brass Reel, 100 ft. Linen Line, 1g dozen Hooks, 1 Sinker, 
1 Gut Leader, all for $2.75. 

LAWN TENNIS OUTFITS. 

GENERAL CATALOGUE for 1882, 106 pages, 800 illustra- 
tions of Firemen, Boating, Gymnasium and Sporting Goods ot 
every description sent by mail for 10 cts. 


PECK & SNYDER, 


126, 128 & 130 Nassau St., N. Y, 





GREAT DISCOVERY 
NO MORE GRAY HAIR. 


F, F. MARSHALL'S ADONINE. 





For Dyeing instantaneously the Hair, the Beard, the Eye- 
brows and Eyelashes Light-Brown, Brown or Black, without 
soiling the skin; $1.50 per Box. Applied on premises if desired. 

General Depot: 


L. SHAW, 54 W. 14th St., New York, 
$7 A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made. Costly 





Outfit free. Address Trugz & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





COLUMBIA 
BICYCLES 
Made of very best material by the most 


skilled workmen, expressly for 
road use. 


COLUMBIAS 


Are the favorite with riders, and their 
superiority in beauty, structure and fin- 
ish is acknowledged by all. 

Send 3c. stamp for elegantly illustrated 
36-page Catalogue, with price-lists and 
full information. 


THE POPE MFG. CO., 
575 Washington St., 
BOSTON, MASS. 


NEW YORK RIDING SCHOOL, His, 
34th Street, mear 3rd Ave. | 
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JENNINGS’ SANITARY DEPOT 


Mention this paper. 








FRACRANT VANITY FAIR, THREE KINCS, 
AND NEW VANITY FAIR. 
© FIRST PRIZE MEDALS. Ss. 


ABE 
pgs sce. nil Millions sold in 1°81, 


UNBIVALLED FOR PURITY. 














OB.CLUETT BRO&C4 


CROWN MAKE 
LAO 


LEADING DEALERS 





"HEATH FORD 
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‘‘T say, sir, do you want to hire a boy, sir?”’ 
said a bright-looking little fellow, as he stepped 
into a business office. 

‘What can you do, sir?’’ was the respondent 
inquiry. 

“IT can tell the truth, sir,’? was the bright 
reply. 

“Don’t want you, my little man; my business 
can’t stand truth-telling.”’ 

‘“‘ Better take the boy,’’ said a bystander: 
“‘T know him. When he says he can tell the 
truth, he lies like blazes. He can’t do it, nor 
his father before him couldn’t, either,’ Boy 
engaged on modern business principles. —Mew 
Haven Register. 


Amonc the words which Mr. Skeat, author 
of the new ‘“ Etymological Dictionary,’’ can- 
not find the origin of is ‘polecat.’ After 
about five minutes’ intimate association with 
one of the animals he wouldn’t want to.—Bos- 
ton Post. 


ALways ready to scrape an acquaintance— 
your front door-mat.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 





That poor bed-ridden, invalid wife, sister, mother or daughter 
can be made the picture of health by a few bottles of Hop Bitters. 
Will you let them suffer? When so easily cured. 





KEEP’S SHIRTS. 


KEEP’S SHIRTS, 
COLLARS, CUFFS, UNDERWEAR, GLOVES, NECK- 
WEAR, HOSIERY, UMBRELLAS, &c., &c. 





Descriptive Circulars, containing samples and directions for 
self-measurements, mailed free. 
Address all letters to headquarters of 


KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


631, 633, 635, 637 Broadway, New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 


And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


Pants to order.............. $4 to $10. 
Suits to order................ $15 to $40. 
Spring Overcoats, from $15 up. 
Samples with instructions for SELF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part of the United States. Branch stores in all principal cities. 


The Wilson Patent Adjustable Chair, 


WITH THIRTY CHANGES OF POSITIONS, 
Parlor, Library, Invalid Chair, Child’s 

Crib, Bed or Lounge, combining 
beauty, lightness, strength, sim- 
plicity and comfort. Everything 
to an exact science. Orders by 
mail promptly attended to. Goods 
a: to any address, C. O. D. 
Send for Illustrated Circulars. 
Quote Puck. Address the WIL- 
SON ADJUSTABLE CHAIR 
MANUF’G CO., 661 Broadway, N. Y. 


















POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 


TzIss: CONCERTS, 14th ST.. NEAR VE. 
EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING 


AMERICAN 


Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine Onty In 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Biue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 











Y 
DECKER’S 





Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound will at 
all times and under all circumstances act in 
harmony with the laws that govern the female 
system. Address Mrs, Lydia E. Pinkham, 233 
Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass., for ciroular. 


PREFER Ar 





PIANOS. oa 
D TI: le 
Salesroom: 149—155 E, 14th Street, N. Y. 













CRANDALL & CO. 
OLDEST RELIABLE HOUSE. ’ 
PREMIUM BABY CARRIAGES, 
with latest improvements; Crardall’s parasol 
Sys, AD Fe apr te or pee. Send for price list. 
NXVNG | Warerooms—Third Ave., bet. 37th & 38th Sts. 
Ask for the Genuine Crandall Salsty Carriage, 


Af RUBY’S ROYAL GILDING-: 
USEFUL IN EVERY HOUSE, 
Gilds Frames, Ornaments, Furniture, &c. 
Sold by all Paint Dealers and Druggists. 
The Costis Trifting. Circular Free. 
N. ¥. Chem’l Mfg. Co., 3 E. 4th St., N.Y. 









JOSEPH GILLOTT'S 


STEEL PENS 


otOBY ALL DEALERS THROUGHOUT THE WOKL 
COLDMEDAL PARIS EXPO S!ITION-18/73 








$66 a week in your own town. Terms and §s outfit free- 
Address H. Hattett & Co., Portland, Maine. 





Shaving Made Easy! 
“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. ssn by mail on receipt of 





twenty cents. . H. Rutherford. 
For Sate EveRYWHERE. 26 Liberty St., N.Y. 
IMPERIAL GERMAN MAIL 







North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 
Man New York, Southampton & Bremen 


Ap= | Sailing every Saturday. 
j= "= -Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken 
Neckar, Wed., June 28th. Oper, Wednesday, Jul oy 
Rug, Saturoay, July rst. HassBurG, Saturday, Ja y 8th. 
Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 
HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, #60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $27 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No, 6 St. Marks Place, New York. 
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PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y, 








OSTURA 


BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 
exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhos, Fever and Ague, 
and ali disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
: agne, and to all summer drinks. 
z 7 it, but beware of counterfeits. 

q Ask your grocer or druggist for 
=4 the genuine article, manufactured 
Rd Jd. G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor to J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
61 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


RINE JOS 
BITTE 


RWATER 


The most reliable Aperient. Sure cure for Gout, Rheumatism» 
Liver and Kidney Diseases. Recommended by the highest meai* 
cal authorities. ware of imitations. 


ALB, REUTER, 30 Vesey St., N. Y., Sole Agent. 


BOKER’S BITTERS 



































The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 


Send one, or 
lars for a seat ben, b 


express, of 
the best Candies in the World, put up 


in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


C.F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
7S Madison St., Chicago. 


THE BIGGEST THING QUT sexc-ae 


(mew) » 111 Nassau St., N. ¥. 
BEATTY’S ORGANS, 27 stops, $90. Pianos, $297.50. Fac- 


tory running day and night. ( talogue free. 
ddress DANIEL F. BEATTY, W shington, N. J. 


THE ORGUINETTE 














Address 














IS THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND PCPULAR! 
IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 
Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Organs may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


binettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers aud Patentees, a@> Send for Circular. 


Mark’s Adjustable Folding-Chair Co. 


were awarded a gold medal at the recent Cotton 
Exposition, at Atlanta. Send for illustrated 
catalogue. 850 BROADWAY, N. Y. 234 S. 
CLARK STREET, Chicago, IIl. 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 


Corner Fulton Street. | - b= 4 


[=3- STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 
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KNOX, 





WORLD RENOWNED 


= BATTER’S 


ENGLISH HATS, 
“Martin’s” Umbrellas. 

“DENTS” GLOVES. 
Foreign Novelties. 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! “ea 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EX _ AQ *¥"*S&% can be found in every city in the U. S. 


All i4aes manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark, 





Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHECES, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 
BRUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 


COMP. IVORY MFG, CO. 
251 Centre St. 


4 yi | 
_ Send for the Jumbo Catalogue, 
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PATENT COVERS 


FOR 


FILING PUCK. 


They are simple, strong and easily used. 
Preserve the papers perfecily, as no holes are 
punched through them. 

Will always lie open, even when full. Allow 
any paper on file to be taken off without dis- 
turbing the rest. 

Will be mailed to any part of the United 
States and Canada upon receipt of $1.25. 


—— 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 





Ir is terribly aggravating to a man who 
makes a business of stealing dogs, advertising 
them as found, and making owners pay hand- 
somely for the care he gives them, to get hold 
of a mastiff that eats three dollars’ worth of 
meat, costs one dollar to advertise, and turns 
out to have escaped from the dog-catcher.— 
Boston Post. 

A SauzpurGc wine-dealer converted three 
thousand casks of wine into fifty-two thousand 
by adding one thing and another. And yet 
some persons don’t believe in miracles.—Norris- 
town Herald, 

THE swan, we have been told, sings just be- 
fore dying. When we heard Miss Uppasee 
vocalize the other evening, we couldn’t help 
wishing she was a swan.— Boston Transcript, 

Now THAT potatos are so high it is a wonder 
that the girls do not use them in trimming their 
bonnets.—Phila, Krontkle-Herald. 





John McGinness says: Dr. Benson, I will pray for 
you as long asI live, because you took pity on me 
when I was sick and in the hospital, and sent me 
two boxes of your Celery and Chamomile Pills, 
and they cured me of Sciatica, Neuralgia and 
Nervous Weakness. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
5 per cent. Imp. Austrian 10041. 
COVERNMENT BOND 


Issue of 1860, 


These bonds are guaranteed by the Imperial Government of 
Austria, and bear interest at the rate of 5 per cent, per annum, 
payable semi-monthly. 

They are redeemed in two drawings annually, in which 100 
large premiums of 


60,000, 10,000, 5,000, 


etc., florins are drawn. 
Every Austrian 5 per cent. roo florin bond, which does not 
draw one of the larger premiums, must be redeemed with at least 


y] ° 
120 Florins, 
as there are no 4/anks, and every bond must draw something. 


The next drawing takes place on the 


Ist of AUGUST, 182, 


and every bond bought of us on’ or before the rst of August is 
entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon on thot 
date. Country orders sent in registered letters and enclosing $s, 
will secure one of these bonds for the next drawing. 

Yor orders, circulars, and any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


No, 150 Broadway, New York. 
[Established in 1874.] 
N. B.—In writing, please state you saw this in the English Puck, 








DR. S 


















Washington, D. C., May 10, ’82 
feel It my duty to make the #i 
Ltowing statement. My sister #3 


















COTT’S ELECTRIC FLESH BRUSH. 
ASTONISHING CURES! 


This remarkable Brush, which has won its way to Royal favor in England, been cordially indorsed by the Prince and Princess of Wale 

ble W. E. Glad is now brought to the notice of the American public. It cures by natura 

means, will always do good, never harm, and isa remedy lasting tor many years. It should be used daily. The back of the Brush is 
made of a new material resewbling ebony, beautifully carved and elegantly d tis bi of sub 

permanent Electro-Magnetic Current. Always doing good, it cannot harm, while its apyiication gives a must agreeable sensation, 

= being no shock or unpleasant feeling whatever. Its power can always be tested by the silver pass which ac panies each 


It CURES 
Rheumatism and Diseases of the Blood—Nervous Complaints 





and written upon by the kt. H 

















producirg a 
















—Neuralgia—'Toothache— Malarial Lameness— Palpitation— 











Paralysis and Pains caused by Impaired Circulation. It 








promptly alleviates Indigestion—UConstipation—Kidney and 








Liver Troubles—quickly removes those ‘* Back Aches’? peculiar 








to Ladies, and imparts wonderful vigor to the whole body. 

















It keeps the skin healthy, beautifies the pl 
People of sedentary habits aud impaired nervous power, will find it a valuable companion. 
Proprietors: The Pall Mall Electric Association of London. 
New York Branch: 842 Broadway. 


ion, and acts i diately on the blood, nerves, aud tissues- 









from it, 


word for it to suffering humanity. 





They give splendid satisfaction, and many have come back ani bought the second, third, and fourth one. 
I have heard many customers praise them h'ghly, and from my own pes knowledge I kuow of most 
remarkable cures sttending their use. I cordially recommend them to t! 


20, 1882. 
Dear Sir:—I have tes ed Dr. Scott’s Electric Flesh Lrush upon mysel. I have docheal saan benefit 
C, T, BLISS, M.D. 
I prescribe it for my patients, with the happiest results. Its cures are unquestionable. 


Better than all liniments and oils, we cannot too highly recommend it to the afflicted 


For some time past I have suffered with Rheumatism in my knee, I tried your Brush, and the result 
astonished me; in less than three minutes the — disappeared, and I have not had it since. Wishing to 
convince myself still further, I took it to my place of business and cured two workmen of Neuralgia and a 
third of Toothache. I am now satisfied with the virtue of your Brush, and do not hesitate to speak a good 


Space forbids our publishing innumerable letters of praise and gratitude from those using our Brush. 
On application, we will snd pamphlet of testimonials to any addrves. 





TESTIMONIALS. 


Atwoon’s Puarmacy, Broadway, New York, May 15, 1882. 






@ public. Hermon W. Atwoop, 







“——~ 33 Spring St., Rochester, N. Y., Ma’ 





Da. Joun Gavetr Grisson, F.C.S, 











Surgical Gazette.” 











Baltimore, May 10, 1881. 





Yours respectfully, Jesse M. Harr. 


















a@ MONEY RETURNED IF NOT AS REPRESENTED. 


As soon as you receive the Brush, if rot well satisfied with your bargain, write us, and we 
will return the money. What can be fairer? MENTION THIS PAPER, 


A BEAUTIFUL BRUSH, :oivirss. J 


We will send it on trial, postpaid, on receipt of $3.00, which will 
be returned if not as represented. 


Inclose 10 cents extra and we guarantee nag mnyen J into yous bande, or will send it by exp’ 
inath Pl 










c. 0. D., 








at your expense, with privilege of 


York, They can be m 


TrotHE Traps. Age an 


your nearest Druggist or Fancy Store to obtain one for you, and be sure Dr. Scott’s name is on the box. Re- 
mittances should be made payable to GEO. A. SCOTT, 842 Broadway, New 
le Tears Drafts, Post-Office Orders, Currency, or Stamps. LisgraL Discount 


nts 
Send for circular of Dr. Scott’s Electric Hair Brush and Corset. 


ut ex 8 ly to your cost, Or request 








dain Every own, 
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a 
ARREN ST. NEW YORK MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITH 23-25 WARREN ST. WY. 


THE CHARGE OF THE CITY COUSINS—AND THE “LAST DITCH” DODGE OF THE VICTIMIZED FARMER. 











OFFICE OF “PUCK 23 W. 
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